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After years of effort, Carl Raines finally dials in the correct physics that opens a small portal into the next day: yes, always tomorrow, by folding space1 using the legendary enigmatic Alcubierre Drive (see Appendix C).  After two years of playing tomorrow’s stock market today, Will Burleson uses the new millions to finance a larger Alcubierre Drive Portal that folds space to anywhere at any time.

Will’s cardiologist grandson, Kaid, and Will’s daughter Amanda convinces the Portal Team to fetch young Ben Franklin from his printshop in 1732 since so little is known of him as a boy and a young man.

Acting on Will’s lifelong fascination with Benjamin Franklin, the Portal Team coaxes Ben to come to 2040 where he sets off political turmoil and blindsides the Portal team by deciding to take knowledge from 2040 back to 1732, threatening a singularity event in the fabric of the Timeline.

Travel with Will where his fascination with “The Real Father of our Country” takes the Team to Philadelphia in late 1732 where they become involved in the whirlwind life of young Ben Franklin.  

Franklin’s 2040 Library Curator Professor Dr. Abigail Bearden eventually convinces Franklin to visit 2040, which sets off an unexpected chain of national disturbances and international calamities, and despite Bill Gates’ theory of an immovable Timeline, Ben changes history forever. 

1 Limitless Space Institute (LS) team led by former NASA warp drive expert Dr. Harold G “Sonny” White who indeed, folded space in 2024.



FOREWORD By David Pickett

“Franklin’s Encore ” is true physics, plausible science.  ...and what part is really science fiction?

Follow the founders of sentient AI as their Alcubierre Drive takes them to meet the young Ben Franklin wallowing in the misery of virtual imprisonment as an apprentice in his older brother’s print shop, has fled to Philadelphia.  He loves the craft but his frustration at wanting to see his mind in print drives him to flee apprenticeship, family and the law.

Before you poo-poo ‘folding space’, read Appendix C where NASA’s Dr. White1  has  actually folded space in 2024 using the Alcubierre Drive (Appendix A) and The Gravitational Effect on Time at the end of this book.  Science. Not fiction.   

I attribute to Bill Gates that the Timeline has the mass and inertia of the Universe. No matter what you could change in the past, the Timeline will run true and any event you try to alter will occur anyway.  If you kill Hitler in his crib, WWII will happen anyway.  Just caused by someone else.

The Timeline presses inevitably on with the weight of the Universe, unchanging.

Did our heroes wake up a destined-for-nothing Franklin?  Really?

Our forefather will awaken...

...so let me know what you think.

Best regards

David Pickett 
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Dedication
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To my grandchildren, Peyton Roeder, Kaiya Kolb and Kaid Kolb; the world is yours for the taking; never settle for second best...
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May God’s richest blessings follow you all your lives ...

Grandddadddy

[image: ]Ben Franklin’s motto:

“Love your Enemies, for they tell you your Faults.”

"I, not events, have the power to make me happy or unhappy today. I can choose which it shall be." Julius Henry "Groucho" Marx

"Stories happen to those who can tell them," Thucydides.

“If you are born poor it's not your mistake, but if you die poor it's your mistake. Life is not fair, get used to it! It's fine to celebrate success but it is more important to heed the lessons of failure”.  - Bill Gates

Persistence and determination alone are omnipotent." - Calvin Coolidge.

"Energy and persistence conquer all things." -. "As long as we are persistent in our pursuit of our deepest destiny, we will continue to grow.  - Benjamin Franklin

“Somewhere, something incredible is waiting to be known.” – Carl Sagan 

“There is no success without unrelenting persistence “

And read my 7 preceding books, The Clementine Legacy, Traveler!, Lincoln’s Encore, Jeffersons Encore, Washington’s Encore, REWIND and Call Me Ishmael and Call Me Pilate.  All on Amazon Kindle, paperback and hard cover..  www.DavidPickett.com 

Be sure to read the Addendums and the Appendices at the end of this book.  It's from a lifetime of research.
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CHAPTER 1

I AM BORN
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Wolf Video News Network© Jim Morris byline

Kennedy Center for the Performing Arts

Live, on-stage interview with Benjamin Franklin by Jim Morris, August 20, 2040:

Ben:

January 17, 1706, was my birthdate in Boston, Massachusetts Bay Colony. A colony governed by an appointee of the King of England; the King literally owned the Colonies; it was his property and everyone and everything in them.  I see from the books in, uh, my Library you built, that in about 1770 we learned were not citizens of England; we were ‘Colonists.’  Workers.  Underlings with no rights unless the King ‘granted’ them to us.  Monarchies are just feudalism, with the 3% living the life of royalty and nobility; the rest of us were ‘serfs’.  Well, slaves.  Workers for the pleasure of royalty.  But I get ahead here; you wanted me to start from the beginning.

Remarkably, I am the eighth and youngest son of my mother Abiah Folger, my father Josiah's second marriage, and the fifteenth of seventeen children.

My father Josiah was the youngest of four brothers, and he went, or maybe fled, to Boston in search of more religious freedom as he was a Calvinist, or Puritan, and had little of those citizens’ rights in a country where the only legal religion was the Church of England. He was a religious outlaw. 

My father’s brother Benjamin was my namesake; I mention him because Uncle Benjamin was a politician, poet, and the creator of a shorthand system. I must have gotten his blood along with his name.

Through two spouses, my father Josiah had seventeen children. He called his youngest son, me, ‘Benjamin’ in honor of his brother.  Probably due to his enviable accomplishments which father surely prayed would come with his brother’s name.

Father had immigrated to the American colonies in 1683 from England as a blacksmith, not a candlemaker. He appreciated education despite our scarce income and had originally planned that I would become a preacher.  An occupation where the schooling was paid for by the Church.  

Beeswax was unavailable to Father by law because smokeless Beeswax candles were only imported from England, so he had to make candles from tallow; they smoked and flickered, had a smell, and were bought by only common and lesser folks.  Candles, like many things, were just a commodity.  But a necessity.  Most folks had much work to do after the sun set.  And before.  The only reason people didn't make their own was because they could buy them so cheaply and they were busy with their own ‘core competency’ as you say here in 2040. 

Our family was unable to afford the substantial education that was required to get into the ‘free’ church colleges.

The Bishop claimed that I displayed early promise for intellectual ability. I was a voracious reader from an early age, always exchanging my few belongings for books or borrowing them from acquaintances. My official education was short-lived; my father wanted me to be a preacher, so I attended Boston Latin School for two years, from the age of eight to ten, before my father ran out of money to pay for books and tuition.

I started working in my father's candle shop when I was 10 years old, helping to create our own ‘secret’ family recipe for soaps and candles. That was our only edge over our competitors down at the docks.  Sincerely, I didn't enjoy this work—it was the labor of common slaves. I dreamed of living at sea during those terrible days in the smelly candle making shop. I had daydreams of cruising the ocean and visiting exotic ports where I was famous for my adventures on the seven seas. I would vanquish pirates with my cannon, and fetch silks from Nipon to sell in London to the Queen herself.  She would dub me as a true knight.  

My father severely discouraged me from pursuing anything involving water since he was afraid of ships and the sea. He had made the crossing 20 years earlier in bad weather in a very small, overloaded, leaky ship.  Really just a boat.  He considered his survival a true miracle and prayed thanks every day for not drowning.  I would sense his fear; his deliverance was more than just a close call.  It was an intervention.  I always knew there was a God and I always looked for miracles.  I read the book of Jobe and afterwards feared giving God advice or instruction.  Just asked for what I wanted like a son to his Father.

With my best future in mind, my father apprenticed me to my stoic, narcissistic, hot-headed older brother, James, a printer, when I was twelve years old in 1718. At first, I was overjoyed that a print shop could provide me with books and news and writing, satisfying my insatiable curiosity and giving me direct access to the publishing industry, which would lay the groundwork for my future achievements.

Working 12 hours a day, six days a week, I proceeded to further study on my own during my sparce time to myself through my lingering apprenticeship. I did read a great deal, researched different writing styles to hone my personal language, and I even self-taught myself ‘business’ math doing the accounts for the print shop.  

Morris stood and interjected; “Ben had unquenchable curiosity and quick wit, began his apprenticeship under his older brother James at the age of twelve. James Franklin was a stern yet passionate printer in Boston, running the bustling print shop that Ben said always smelled of ink and fresh paper and sweat.

Every morning, Ben rose before dawn, eager to learn the trade. He swept the floors, inked the presses, and sorted the type. James was demanding, rarely showing affection, but Ben admired him and learned quickly.”

Well Jim, here is the rest of that story; one evening, after a long day of setting type, I lingered by the press, watching the ink dry on the pages of ‘The New-England Courant,’ the newspaper my brother James founded. I had always loved to read and write, and the printed words fascinated me every time. I longed to contribute more than just manual labor.  I wanted to be looked at as more than a print shop helper and a ‘kid.’

With a spark of inspiration, I decided to write an anonymous letter to the paper. I really think I wanted my brother to make a fool of himself. I crafted a witty essay under the pseudonym ‘Silence Dogood,’ a fictional widow with sharp observations on life in the colonies. In the middle of the night, I was so nervous that my teeth clattered, but I snuck outside and I slipped the letter under the shop front door.

When James discovered the letter, he was amused and impressed by ‘Silence Dogood's’ eloquence. Over the next few months, more letters from Mrs. Dogood appeared, each one eagerly read by the paper's subscribers. James never suspected that the author was his clever apprentice: me.  He would have beat me unconscious if he found out. 

As the letters gained popularity, my confidence grew. I realized that my words had the power to inform and entertain. Eventually, after a loud and mean berating and some very hard slaps to my face about how useless I was, I revealed the secret to James, who attacked me in his anger.  Much later, others told me that James said he was “proud of his little brother's talent.”

Jim Morris chimed in again, “Ben’s apprenticeship continued, but he knew that his future lay beyond an apprentice in the print shop. The lessons he learned from in James’ shop - about the power of the press, the self-importance of free expression, and the joy of writing; would shape his destiny as one of America's greatest minds.

And so, young Benjamin Franklin, armed with the skills and knowledge he had gained, set out to carve his own path, leaving a lasting legacy that would endure for centuries.”
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CHAPTER 2

PERSONAL TIME
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Even as an apprentice bound to the shop, I had Sundays off; James did not dare open the shop on a Sunday lest the magistrates and even the Governor would come down on him.  The Vickers yielded considerable power because the local governance did not want anything to get back to the seat of the Church of England, Church House, in London, at the south end of Dean's Yard next to Westminster Abbey. 

So I learned navigation with precious ‘personal time’ in borrowed boats. This was so rewarding that I plunged into a lifetime dedication to learning and self-improvement for myself and for everyone else.

Even though the print company offered me expanding educational delights, every day my relations with my boss, my taskmaster, my brother James soon became fearful. In the first few years of my horrid apprenticeship, the gnawing, escalating strife eventually led to my decision to flee.  His fits of irrational tirade made me begin to fear for my life.  The beatings got worse, following his financial ebbs and tides.  I finally just no longer cared that it would embarrass my large family or that it was literally illegal.  A crime.  Jail time. I would be a fugitive...

Wolf Video News Network© Jim Morris byline
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CHAPTER 3

FATHER
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Ah, you ask of my father again, his past and how he braved the ocean he so feared to come to the unknown - where he knew no one and had no prospects, just grandfather’s candle and soap formulas father had worked with and further developed in his youth and a few coins he had saved over his young lifetime.

Father has deep roots back hundreds of years in Ecton, a small English village in Northamptonshire. For generations, the Franklins had been blacksmiths, passing the trade from father to son. My father, Josiah, was initially trained in this family tradition.

However, this Josiah Franklin had other ambitions. In the late 17th century, England was experiencing significant religious and political turmoil. The Restoration of the monarchy in 1660 had led to increased pressure on religious dissenters, including Puritans like the Franklins. This atmosphere of religious tension, combined with economic disadvantages and constant stress, persuaded many to find ways to get to the American colonies for new opportunities. A new start.  Many sold themselves into servitude to pay the passage.  Usually a terrible decision.  Servitude was just slavery, with no legal rights.  It was just labor and few actually learned a trade.

In 1683, at the age of 25, my father Josiah Franklin made the bold decision to leave England for the Massachusetts Bay Colony. He was not alone in this journey to the New World; many other Puritans had already made the treacherous Atlantic crossing in search of religious freedom and economic opportunity. Puritans were NOT wanted in England by the rulers, the leaders, the rich and their very own neighbors.  Grandfather’s neighbors took their blacksmith needs to Church of England blacksmiths.

Josiah arrived in Boston; a burgeoning colonial town that had been founded just over 50 years earlier. The Boston of 1683 was a far cry from the bustling city it would become when I was a boy, but it was already establishing itself as a center of trade and intellectual activity in the colonies.  It had a very good shipping port. 

Upon arrival, Josiah had to adapt quickly, establishing a new life in Boston where he hid the fact that he as a Puritan. His skills as a blacksmith were not in demand in the growing town, with too many blacksmiths already, so he apprenticed himself to his brother-in-law, Samuel Bellin, to learn the trade of candle making. This shift in profession would have a significant impact on the Franklin family's future and fortune, including my early experiences as a boy.

Josiah's first years in Boston were marked by both personal tragedy and new beginnings. He married Anne Child in 1677, and they had seven children together. However, Anne died in 1689, leaving Father a widower with young children to care for.

In 1689, the same year as Anne's death, Father married Abiah Folger. Abiah came from a prominent Nantucket family and brought her own strength and resilience to our household. Together, Father and Abiah would have ten more children, bringing the total number of Josiah's children to seventeen.

I, Benjamin, was born in 1706, and I was the fifteenth child overall and the eighth and youngest son. Growing up in such a large family had a profound impact on my character and worldview. Later, I would write about the advantages and challenges of being part of such a large brood, noting the variety of personalities and experiences it exposed me to from an early age.  I was forced to learn tolerance and consensus as a mere boy.

To understand my early years, it's crucial to paint a picture of colonial Boston in the early 18th century. Boston was a town of contrasts, a place where Puritan values coexisted with a growing mercantile culture.  It’s not that our neighbors were atheists, they just had no interest in belonging to or going to a church and were happy to be labeled as ‘Church of England’ which pleased local magistrates, tax collectors, neighbors and most importantly, their customers.  Many Puritans, Baptists, Lutherans and others passed casually with the ‘Church of England’ label to fit in and be a friend of the King’s magistrates who could make or break you at a whim. 

The town was physically small, with a population of around 10,000 when I was born. Its streets were narrow and winding, lined with wooden houses and shops. The harbor was the lifeblood of the town, bustling with ships bringing goods from England and the West Indies, and taking our local products to far-flung markets.

Intellectual life in Boston was vibrant, despite (or perhaps because of) the strict Puritan ethos that underlay the Church of England official title. The town boasted several booksellers, a testament to the value placed on learning. The Boston Latin School, which I would briefly attend, was already over 70 years old when I was born, having been founded in 1635 as the first public school in America.

My Father’s home on Milk Street, where I was born, was a microcosm of colonial life; a modest dwelling that housed a large and busy family. It was here that I first observed the world around me, learning the values, that is rewards, of hard work, frugality, and intellectual curiosity that would shape my later life forever.

Father’s candle making business operated out of our house, exposing me from an early age to the realities of colonial commerce and the fragility of business. The sights, sounds, and memorable smells of the candle making process would have been a constant backdrop to my childhood.  The tedious making, preparing and handling of wicks gave me the fine motor skills needed to be a typesetter.

Despite our family's limited means, Father and Abiah placed a high value on education. Family discussions often centered around civic and religious topics, fostering in my siblings a sense of engagement with a wider world.

My formal education began at the age of eight when I entered the Boston Latin School. This venerable institution, modeled after the English grammar schools, focused on a classical curriculum centered on Latin and Greek. While my time at the school was brief - just two years - it was an important foundation for my later intellectual pursuits.

Even at that young age, my quick wit and love of learning would characterize my life. I excelled in my studies, particularly in reading and writing, subjects pivotal to my printing and journalistic career.  Of the Latin lessons, ‘I got it’ as you would say.  I ‘got’ the connection between Latin and English.  This turned out to be powerful when I taught myself French.

Financial constraints – he was broke - forced Father to withdraw me from the Boston Latin School after just two years. The cost of such a large family could not be covered by one candle shop; even a profitable and popular one. This decision, while necessary, was a lifetime disappointment to me; I was thriving in that academic environment.

Now, the end of formal schooling did not mark the end of my education. If anything, it marked the beginning of my own lifelong commitment to self-education. There was no way for me to attend the school, so I turned to books, borrowing from friends and acquaintances, and even trading my few possessions for the chance to read.  I rented books from the libraries of the wealthy of Boston, with coin, labor and barter.  This taught me to trade.

As I said, at age of ten, I began working in father's chandlery. My early exposure to the family business was intended to prepare me for a future in the candle and soap trade. I found the work tedious and uninspiring.  Well, hateful.  But I understood loyalty and duty.

The daily tasks of cutting wicks, pouring tallow, and helping to run the shop provided me valuable lessons in discipline and the realities of commerce, but they did nothing to satisfy my intellectual curiosity. I daydreamed of a life at sea – yes, a common aspiration for young men in a seaport town like Boston.  I just loved water and the sea.  It seemed idealic and far from the doldrums of repetitive brain-dumb work making candles and soap.  Exactly the same, every day; every one.  As required by customers.  All the same, nothing new.  So much I saw I immediately daydreamed of something different – it was like innovation was a virus taking me over.  Maybe it was the boring repetitive mind-numbing work of years making candles.

I may have never told the story about my swimming invention when I was about 11 years old: 

In my early years in Boston, around 1717, before I began my apprenticeship with my brother James, I realized my inventive spirit. Ideas just popped in my head one after another. One day, while swimming in the Charles River, frustrated at slow progress, I thought of a way to improve my speed and efficiency in the water. Noticing the water uselessly streaming past my hands as I stroked, I realized I needed bigger hands. I took inspiration from the grace and ease of fish and seals swimming; I decided to create a pair of hand paddles and foot flippers.

Maybe this was not a new idea, but to me it was.

With some basic knowledge of woodwork, I fashioned two thin oval-shaped boards with holes for my thumbs. These hand paddles allowed me to pull more water with each stroke, propelling me faster. For my feet, I attached planks of wood to my street shoes, mimicking the tail fins of fish.

Excited to test my new invention, and telling no one, it was Sunday and was everyone’s ‘day off’, I hurried to the river to try my flippers. I paddled and kicked, and found that the homemade flippers worked remarkably well, - they allowed me to glide rapidly through the water with ease. I swam faster and farther than ever before, feeling a sense of exhilaration and accomplishment.

Before long all my friends had paddles, and we became known at the ‘Warf Rats’ because we were as fast in the water as a scared rat.
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CHAPTER 4

TOMFOOLERY
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Well, everyone knows of my insatiable curiosity and love for adventure. My days were filled with work at my family candle shop, but evenings were devoted to exploring the city and uncovering its hidden secrets.  The Warfs were like a magnet to us.

After work, in the dimming light of one crisp autumn afternoon, with an off-day Sunday coming; while wandering through the bustling market on the Warf, I overheard a group of sailors talking about a mysterious island off the coast of Massachusetts. The island, they claimed, was home to a legendary treasure buried by the infamous pirate, Captain Redbeard. The treasure had been ‘lost for decades’, and many had tried and failed to find it.  

I failed to notice that they were full of rum, saw me coming and spoke their prank loudly.

Intrigued by the tale, I decided I would take on the quest to find that hidden treasure. I gathered my small group of friends - the Warf Rats - who shared my reckless adventurous spirit: William, the youngest but a clever and resourceful boy; Sarah, my age and fearless and quick-witted; and Samuel, our older strong and loyal companion. Together, we considered ourselves a formidable team, champions who were ready to take on epic challenges that lay ahead.

Armed with a worn-out map that with Jim’s help I had ‘borrowed’ from a ship at the shipwrights works, our little navy set sail in Jim’s borrowed whaler boat. We could not wait for a calm day so the trip to the island was treacherous, with rough seas and unknown weather, the wind was all wrong, so we all rowed; soon exhausted, but the we pressed on, driven by the promise of treasure and the thrill of discovery.  And the fame!  And riches!  

Worn flat out from rowing and some seasick, we beached on the island, a dense virgin forest filled with towering trees and tangled vines. We began following the coastline around and came upon a partially hidden cove, where they found an old shipwreck. Probably driven ashore onto the cove rocks in a storm.  Among the debris, we uncovered clues that showed that one or more survivors lived in the dry portion of the wreckage for some time.  Was this one of Red Beard's ships?  And how would we ever find the treasure's location?  Were the survivors still about?  Armed?

We wandered all about the island searching for clues, we weren't having much luck. Seems like we came upon every obstacle, including treacherous cliffs, hidden sinkholes, and we just knew we heard and maybe saw wild animals. In retrospect I might say that plunging headlong into the unknown tested our courage and ingenuity, but we worked together, drawing on our individual strengths to overcome even if terrified and eventually discouraged.

Near evening, as the sun began to set, we arrived at an unexpected clearing in the heart of the island. Standing on the right side of the clearing in plain sight was a board, a piece of lumber, surely from the ship, pounded into the ground and standing straight up in front of a massive oak tree. We smugly bragged that we were so clever to bring shovels. 

Excited to breathlessness, we began to dig, and after hours of hard work we had a very large hole and nothing.  I decided we would dig towards the tree, possibly it had grown over the treasure, our shovels found nothing but massive roots that we could not dig around or under.  We had no axe or even hatchet. That treasure chest was out of reach.

By the luck of moonlight we made our way back to the wreckage in the cove and spent the night in relative comfort of the captain's cabin.  It was sticking out of the water up onto the rocks - although it had a considerable tilt to it.

We had two candle lanterns, and even though we were exhausted from rowing and digging, we pretty much ransacked the wreckage above the water line - actually looking for warm blankets and something to eat.

There were a number of weathered chests with clothing, shoes, and the brick a brack of sailors’ possessions.  One smaller chest near the bottom of the pile had intricate carvings on the lid.  Actually, oriental looking. The chest was locked, but I, always prepared, had some tools brought from the printing shop. I had indeed brought them for the exact purpose of opening a treasure chest! After a lot of frustration and embarrassment at my inadequacy, I was surprised when the lock clicked open, and the chest revealed its contents.

Our disappointment was so thick you could have cut it.  Inside, we found an assortment of old maps and documents that seemed to have nothing to do with Captain Redbeard or his exploits or the locations of other hidden treasures around the world.

The maps were certainly worn and were probably pretty old - we did see some dates running back into the 1600s.  I could not figure out where on the earth any of the maps showed.  There were several parchment maps, faded, stiffly curled and surely very old.  Looking for clues, I was intrigued with the ink.  It was not like the ink on seafaring maps.  It showed a seacoast that if I had to guess I would say the northern British Isles and Scandinavia.  There were sketches of a long boat with a square sail and the bow and stern turned up very high with a sea monster’s head.  Someone’s fantasy of sea monsters??

We decided it was a fool's errand to trudge through the dense brush dig any more holes so we rowed the borrowed whale boat back to the Boston ship works, put it in its place and went back to our homes.

Surprisingly the map maker at the Warf offered us a good price for the maps but all he had to pay with was a wagon load of boxed clothing from a ship that could not pay its King's duty. We feared trying to sell it would draw attention and our parents would want to know where we had got the clothing; so we decided to donate all to the orphanage West of the docks.  We decided we had to get rid of it and couldn't keep even one garment lest we would have to explain how we came upon it.  

We did get a letter of credit from the map maker for a box of sweets and sure enough, about a month later, he made good on it.  I husbanded my share, just eating a little piece at a time and I had bedtime treats for months.  The delights from the Swiss sweetshop was indeed treasure.  

And the folks at the orphanage spread the news that some angels had dropped off cases of new clothing ‘from English shops!’ in the middle of the night.

My adventure to the island is still a great memory - I had hunted pirates’ treasure, and this was just the beginning for the Warf Rats.

And aren’t all good stories about pirates?
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CHAPTER 5

THE WHARF RATS

[image: ]


Few people are aware that as a boy in Boston, I was the head of a group of kids affectionately referred to locally as ‘The Wharf Rats.’ I have tried to conceal that history. My constant curiosity frequently got us, me, into trouble. Over and over, it seems.

At each idle ship at the docks, waiting for a load or whatever, I inquired about navigation and in a few weeks I was investigating captain’s cabin bookshelves in a whaler docked in the repair yard.  I discovered the First Mate stayed with a ship for repairs with some of his crew to assist the shipwrights as was customary.  He was required to stay on board even when his crew was out in the taverns on Sundays with drink, fun, singing, dancing, wenching and cards.

My pals were not so keen, but I spent a lot of our idle time watching the shipwrights. The repairs processes were clever and innovative, and I was constantly thinking ‘I would never have thought of that’ and also ‘how could that possibly break or need repair’.

I brought the First Mate some of my mother’s bread regularly and he agreed to teach me navigation on Sundays, he was born Jewish, though not orthodox, and had no problems ‘working on Sundays’.  I, as a Calvinist at the time, determined that learning was NOT work.  I simply told father I was going to take lessons in map reading and mathematics on my Sunday afternoons to improve myself.  True.

You see, the only time you will ever hear me lie is when it is ‘unavoidable.’  Un avoidable.  I worked that out in Latin school.  But that is another story.  I must finish this one.

I caught on quickly and got father’s nod to stay after dark; after a few months, the Mate, the kindly First Mate James L. Quick, arranged to have me tested with an Admiralty instructor at the dock and he confirmed me acceptable as an apprentice navigator on any of his Majesty’s ships.  Really.  He even bade me take the Admiralty Young Officers entry test, but if I did I would be impressed as a cabin boy and would truly get my wish of a life at sea, although as a cub officer in His Majesty’s Navy and when I was grown, a ship of my own if I was diligent.  And survived. 

His Majesty's war ships were every busy with skirmishes with pirates, the French, the Spanish and various foreign Raiders like the Libyan pirates off Africa.  Not to mention escorting ships of the East India company all over the globe.  Now that was what I really wanted to do.  To see India and the cities of China.  Ahh, the stuff of dreams.  I knew then as I know now that I will never see them.

Will and Natalee were in the audience - they looked at each other and had to suppress a bust-out laughing.  “Little did he know...”

I was about 12 years old and had a strong knack for innovation; I could improve just about anything. I loved reading adventure stories in borrowed books, many of which included heroic characters and their daring deeds. One day, after reading about sailors and their exploits on the high seas, I was inspired to build my own boat. Well, just a toy.

I scrounged up wood scraps and, using limited tools and a lot of ingenuity, built a small boat model. To test its seaworthiness, I took it to the mill pond near home. I placed the boat in the water and was satisfaction to see it float and bob nicely on the surface.

Well, just a floating boat got boring fast - I wanted to see it sail. I crafted a sail from a piece of cloth and fastened a stick for a mast. With a push into the pond, the wind caught the sail, and the boat took off briskly all the way to the other side; steady and uneventful.

This stoked fuel into my imagination, - I began to dream of larger boats and grander adventures. I even devised a plan to build a full-sized boat that I could sail myself to New York! These ambitious plans and dreams stayed with me, and my love for practical experiments.  It was fun!

My early experiment with boat building and sailing it in every puddle and pond, was hours of entertainment and also required me to mature creativity and problem-solving skills.  Even then I knew these were critical if I was ever to accomplish anything.

Jim Quick knew some French, well, a lot; so we practiced on each other. I would bring my tattered French dictionary I had traded something for to add new words.  Of course we did not know how to properly pronounce them.  

Then in the afternoons he had lowered one of the ship’s long boats to set it on the beach for repairs, and to my surprise we got in and Jim proceeded to teach me how to ‘properly row like a whaler’.  50 strokes a minute.  When we got out a ways, Jim instructed me on setting the sails and off through Boston harbor we went.  What a thrill. We skimmed along at some speed.  Effortlessly. 

I was bursting.

To my horror we went out into the sea.  Now even though I knew the boat as a whaler was built for the wildest waves, and made of wood it could not sink to drown us.  

Did I say that growing up near Boston harbor that I and all my mates were excellent swimmers.  My father would brag that I could swim like a fish, even with all my clothes on.  Shoes too.  He had seen me.

The sailing lessons went on and then one day when Jim was smoking his pipe and just enjoying the sea at the rudder, he pointed out in some direction and bade me sail ‘that way’.  Then he pointed upwind, I supposed to test my tacking; after a while we hit what I knew was the far edge of the Gulfstream – you could actually see the transition in the water if you knew how to look where it joined the outer harbor waters.

It began to get a bit dark, and I kept looking at Jim; he merely was refilling his pipe puffing on it and we shared our dinner which was a mixture of his and what my Mother had packed for me for my late ‘lessons’.  It was getting dark, and I kept looking back at Jim while I was ever busy with the sails tacking into the wind.  When the stars came out I felt panic.  Finally, he bade me loose the sails and come to the rudder with him. 

In a rolled oiled cloth under the seat he had maps and the sextant and the ship’s precious spare watch and a pocket compass.  We had full moonlight, and a candle lantern if we needed it.

“If you're not back by dawn your mother's going to be cryin’ worried sick and your father will give you a memorable wipin’.”

I surprised myself.  I did the calculations, did them again, and set the course.  Jim worked the sails and I the rudder and compass which my eyes had adjusted to see in the moonlight.  Before midnight we beached next to his ship.  I ran all the way home singing sailing songs. Loud.

After Jim came to dinner with my mother and father and got their hearty approval as a ‘maps’ teacher, we repeated this on many a moonlight night.  Sometimes I got permission to ‘stay the night’ with my tutor, and we went far out.  To the deep.  So, I could see what the deep ocean was like.  It was different from in-sight of shore.  Jim taught me to read the waves, a lost Viking and Phoenician art.  To teach me ‘dead reconning’, we would go out and back with compass only.  Then we did it on moonless night with only the Milky Way, to see the compass.  After a while, I could navigate by the North Star, Polaris and needed no compass.   These were nights of terror and exhilaration.
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CHAPTER 6

TEMPEST
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Then my head got too big for my britches.  Way big.  One Sunday I could not find Jim so I decided I would take the whaleboat out and do a little sailing. The wind was up some and I wanted to practice my one-man tacking without Jim to tutor, and he always correcting me.  The weather looked good and the sea beyond the harbor looked OK by using Jim’s spyglass that he kept in his first mate’s cabin while the whaler was under repairs in Boston’s northernmost shipyard. 

I put a lot of sail up to get beyond the harbor and let the wind run me North quite a ways.  I turned South knowing I could tack back to the harbor with a nice headwind; I set up the sails and began trying a perfectly timed series of tacks, adjusted the sails for getter speed, and tried different settings again and again.  I was learning the boat on my own, but was using all Jim had taught me and what I had read in ‘borrowed’ ships’ books.

I was busy, you say focused; and in the ‘zone’ when I got cold and realized it was getting some dark; I peered around the sails and looked up and my heart froze.  I think it missed a few beats. 

Right in front of me, not 5 miles out was one hell of a storm.  Coming straight North towards me; it was pushing perfect tacking wind in front of it; I had been suckered in.

I checked the compass, checked the map, studied the storm’s distance and realized I could not make the harbor.  Too far off shore.

Man, that storm was coming FAST.  It was on me in a flash.

I trimmed the sails for speed and headed 270 degrees West from the storm, I make the devil’s speed going for the shore.  

The wind stiffened until the sails pushed the whale boat almost on its side in the wind.  Or was it a gale? The boat’s bottom was almost smooth so I was being pushed North about the same distance as I was making West towards the shore, miles distance.  I was doing OK, had control, until the waves got HIGH. Then I was a cork in mountain after mountain of waves.  I took in a lot of water as I tried to get the hang of making headway West on the madly rolling surface. 

I almost drowned getting the sails set for running West along the wind, then the waves got even higher and I lost control; when a towering wave approached I knew my only salvation was to run with it to the North and maybe, when it was somewhat safe, make a little way West to the shore.  Which was probably rocks.  Probably death.  

I planned to ride with the storm North until we got to the river where prayerfully I was close enough to it where the river water running East into the sea would disturb the swells long enough for me to turn West into the river and sail into it.  This was all pushing my sailing skills. I wish Jim were with me.  No, we would drown and JoAnn would blame me.  But I actually had a lot of time under this boat’s sail.  I knew the boat, the sails.  But not in a tempest.

The boat rose up in a swell from behind and I ran the boat downhill as the wave built up.  I loosed the boom where it would catch the full North wind and give me speed to stay on the downhill side, always going downhill and never letting the crest behind me catch up.  Well, it did. 

I had the sense to tie myself to the boat and the oars were shipped and tied down.  The extra sails were stowed smartly under the rowing seat. I had paid attention to Jim’s lessons, somehow.

The crest caught up, went over the stern of the boat and I lost all knowledge of orientation as I took a huge breath and ducked down into the boat and held on for my life.  

I don’t know what happened; I am sure the boat was flipped who knows where and every which way but loose; I banged around in the boat like a marble in a bottle. I conked my head and every other surface of my body.  Then and I felt I was falling; I looked up
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